^ Themefi Lap^ntahU Tragedie 

Now afore God, this teuefcnd holy 
All our whole Cicie is. mtif h bound cojhiin^ 

In, Nvnfe, will you goe with me into my Glofct 
To heipe me fort fuch needfull ornaments^ 

As you thinltc to furnlQi me to morrow ? 

No not till ThutCday, there is time enough. 

Fa. Co Nurfc, goe with her, weelc to Church to niorrew. 

£xcfittSt 

Mo, We (ball be Ibort in our prouiiion, 

’Tis now iiearc night. 

Fa. Tu(h, I will ftirre about. 

And alithings (baUbc well, I warrant thee wifer; 

Goe thou htlpe tO deck vp her, 

ile not to bed to night, let me alone: 
lie play the h^fwife for this once, what bo^ 

They arc all forth, wcU I will walke my felfc 
To Countie p4rii, to prepare tp him 
Againft to morrow, my heart is wondrous light. 

Since this fame wayward Girle is fo reclaim’d. 

Exeunt,. 

Enter JuVittandSutfc. 

In. Tthofe attyres are beft, but gentle Nnrfe 
T pray thee leaue me to diy felfe to night : 

For I haue need of many Orifons, 

To moue the Heauens to fmilc vpon my ftatc. 

Which well thou knoweli, is croflTc and full of (inne. 

Enter Mother, 

Mo, What are you buGe ho? need you my heipe ? j - 

In. No Madam, \ve haue culd fudi nccefTarica 
As arc behoofefull for pur Gate to morrow : 

So pieafe you, let me now be left alone, 

And let the this night Gt vp with you, 

For I am fure, you haue your hands full all, 

Inthis fo Gidden buGneffe. . * 

Mo. Goodnight. 

Get thee to bed and teil,.for tbou haft need. 

Cxennt, 

In.. 



WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE ROWCO and JuUct (SJC 22i2Sa) LONI 


Farewell GodknoweswhenweMlnieeteagaiae. 
thal'eafaiflt cold fcate thrills throt^h my veinea. 

JJcalUbemK 

K VialJ. what- if this roi»ture doc notw^rke at all? 
fu,n I be married then tomorrow morning? 

No no,thisflialllorb.dic.licthM 

VVhat if it be a poy fon which the FrterY 
Subtilly bath miniftred, to haue 
Leaft in this marriage ht ^uld be dahpuQUtd, 

Becaufe he married me before 

ifeare it is, and yet me thinks it (hould not, 

For he hath Gill becne tried a holy roan. 

How if when I am laid into the Tombe, 

I wake before the time that _ 

C<,me.otca«mtme thms 

Shall I not then be Giffled in the Vault? ... 

To whofe foule mouth no heahhfomc ayre breaths to,. 
And there die Granglcd ere my Romeo tomes. 

OrifHiue,isitnotverylikc, _ 

The horrible conceit of death and night. 

Together with the terror of the place, 

As in aVault, an ancient receptacle. 

Where for ihefe many hundred yeeres the bones 
Of all my buried Aunce Oors are packt. 

Where bloody Tthalt yet but greenc in earth. 

Lies feGring in hisfhtowd, where is they lay , 

At fome houres in the night, Ipirits relotc: 

Alacke,alacke,isiinoihkcthatr 

So early waking, what with loathlome Jmels, 

And (hrikes like mandrakes torne opt ofihe earth* 

That lining motialls hearing them tunne mad. 

Or if 1 wake, (haH I notbe diGraught, 

(Inuitoneo with all thel«b\4i®hsfeares,} 
iNittVi mV fotefubets loyn 
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